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THE REPUBLICAN PHARISEES. 
“Thank God we are not like other men.” 
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*“ SQUEALING.” 


WHEN any one suffers from the miscar- 
riage of an undertaking in the details of 
which he has himself had a hand, and when, 
instead of taking his disappointment philo- 
sophically, he proclaims his woes to the 
world, sighs, weeps, and otherwise bewails 
himself, he is technically said to be guilty of 
squealing.” The word is borrowed from 
the picturesque phraseology of sporting men, 
and in the eyes of that fraternity nothing is 
more abject, more despicable, and more un- 
manly than to squeal. THE JUDGE does 
not suppose Mr. George William Curtis is 
particularly familiar with sporting men, 
their manners, their language, or their ways, 
yet we may fairly assume that he will under- 
stand what we mean when we say that 
his present conduct is that of an arrant 
squealer. 

Mr. Curtis goes to Chicago and uses all 
his influence and endeavors to beat Blaine, 
which it was certainly his privilege to do, 
nor will any one find any fault with him for 
exercising his undoubted right; but when 
his efforts proved unsuccessful, when Blaine 
proved to be the choice of an overwhelming 
majority of the Convention, it was decidedly 
bad taste on Mr. Curtis’ part to lose his 
temper and ‘“‘squeal,” and decidedly bad 
faith for him or any delegate in the nomi- 
nating convention to endeavor to inaugurate 
a split in the party ranks. The fact that 
the attempt has failed, the fact that Mr. 
Curtis’ following is so unimportant and in- 
significant, so far from being any excuse, is 


| ernment are Messrs. Curtis & Co. 


| . 
Harpers and a few other personal friends— 








| a positive aggravation of his misconduct, for 
| it proves how overwhelmingly in the ma- 


THE JUDGE. 


hopelessly in the minority are the followers 
of Mr. Curtis. 
Nor do they know what they are fighting 


s 


jority Mr. Blaine’s supporters are; how | 
| 


for—in what direction they are endeavoring | 
to steer—these respectable gentlemen, who | 
have sat and cast their votes in a delibera- 
tive body, and yet refuse to be bound by the 
ruling of the majority. Mr. Curtis has es- | 
tablished a committee—quite a little family 
party, embracing the names of some of the | 


but exactly what that committee is going to 
do, none, not even Mr. Curtis, can tell. It 


is going to ‘‘ beat Blaine,” of course, cheered 


on by the remembrance of how effectually 
its beat 
with whom or with what that consummation 


members Blaine at Chicago, but 


is to be brought about does not appear. 


the 
Democrats nominate, and if they can make 


They propose to wait and see whom 
a bargain in that quarter they will support 
the Democratic candidate—so true to their | 
party and the traditions of Republican gov- | 
Failing 
to achieve any dicker with the Democracy, 
they will find a man somewhere, even if they 


have to make him, and stick him up to be 
laughed at till he is laughed back into noth- | 
ingness. 

Curtis, in conjunction with Carl Schurz 
and George Jones, of the Times, are at work 
upon this boogy-man already, stuffing his 
limp limbs with their editorials, and animat- 
ing his vague personality with still vaguer 
promises of something wonderful to come. 


Meanwhile, the great Republican party is 
preparing to cast a vote which will sweep 
Jim Blaine into office on a boundless ma- 
jority, and the fitful ‘‘ squealing ” of Curtis, 
Jones, etc., is only occasionally heard, by 
reason of its shrillness, above the thunder- 
roar of the Blaine legions following the 
Plumed Knight to victory. 





THE POSSIBLE DEMOCRAT. 


THE State Convention at Saratoga, if it 
proved nothing else, has abundantly shown 
that those who have chosen to regard John 
Kelly as a dead rooster in the pit were never 
further out of their reckoning. Kelly came 
up with a crow and a flutter, and an exhibi- 
tion of strong self-assertion which dead 
roosters rarely exhibit, and he has got just 
where he wanted to get. His hold on the 
convention was pretty strong when he suc- | 
ceeded in wresting an equal representation 
from the reluctant County Democracy, and 
itis THe JupGe’s opinion that Mr. Kelly 
means to make that equal representation tell 
at Chicago in some very emphatic manner. 
At present writing there is no such thing as 
predicting the result of the Democratic Con- 
vention with any hope of approximating the 
truth. Cleveland has a good many staunch 
friends, but on the other hand he has not a 
few outspoken enemies in his own State, 





| as it was at first supposed to mean. 


| sibility of an election. 





which is always a bad thing; yet it is diffi- 
cult to see, putting Mr. Tilden out of the 
question, where a more available name to 
head the ticket could be found. A recent 
whisper has gained force and some credence 
in the last few days, that Mr. Tilden’s letter 
of renunciation did not mean quite as much 
Demo- 


| cratic papers, which ought to be well in- 
| formed, are constantly harping on the string 


that ‘‘if Mr. Tilden were unanimously nom- 
inated—or if nomination with 
spontaneity and directness, he would feel it 
his duty,” etc., ete. 


his came 


There are a good many compliments paid 
to the old gentleman’s public spirit, self- 
sacrificing devotion to public duty, and so 
forth; but, to the unprejudiced looker-on, it 
seems that Mr. Tilden’s refusal was dictated 
by circumstances over which he had no con- 


| trol, and that these circumstances have un- 


dergone no kind of alteration or modifica- 
tion. 

In plain English, if the Republican Con- 
vention at Chicago could have so far for- 
gotten itself as to nominate President Arthur 
or Senator Edmunds, it is probable that Mr. 
Tilden’s letter would never have been writ- 
ten. But the Sage of Gramercy is a wily 
old politician, and -has no wish for the bar- 
ren honor of a nomination without any pos- 
As soon as Blaine’s 
nomination was made and announced, Mr. 
Tilden very quietly sat down in the seclusion 
of his library and penned his now famous 


letter. He had no wish to meet the Plumed 
Knight on the battle-field. 

Of course, this consideration does not 
affect Cleveland, Flower, Hoadley, and 


others. There are fools who rush in where 
angels (no disrespect to Mr. Tilden) fear to 
tread. However, we will soon know who is 
to be armed by his party and sent forth as 
that party’s accredited representative to lead 
the forlorn hope against Blaine. 





SAINTS AND SINNERS. 


Tue Rev. Henry WARD BEECHER has 
announced himself as opposed to James G. 
Blaine, on the grounds that he does not con- 
sider that his record is pure. That is, that 
he (Beecher) does not consider his (Blaine’s) 
record pure, though at first glance the 
reader of recent and contemporaneous his- 
tory might be inclined to apply the pronouns 
differently. Never mind. Beecher does not 
like Blaine; but he declines to state his rea- 
sons. The moral sense of the community 
does not like Beecher, and its reasons were 
stated with some emphasis and at consider- 
able length a few years ago. Blaine never 
set up to be a particularly moral or excep- 
tionally pure man. Beecher did. Blaine 
simply did his duty according to his lights, 
used his talent (Mr. Beecher, as a divine, 
will be familiar with the parable) to the 
best advantage, and did his country good 
service. His country is now on the eve of 
rewarding him by electing him to the high- 

























































est office in its gift, and what does Mr. 
Beecher propose to do about it? 

Mr. Blaine is a statesman; Mr. Beecher is 
a clergyman; against the fair fame of both 
vile charges have been made, vile aspersions 
cast. In Mr. Blaine’s case they have never 
taken tangible form. No man can say that 
Blaine’s political life has ever been shown to 
be anything but pure and useful. In Mr. 
Beecher’s case the charges culminated in a 
trial, and evidence was adduced which con- 
vinced a majority of fair minds that he was 
guilty as charged. However, he wriggled 
out of the scrape, and resumed his position 
in his Brooklyn pulpit, and thence takes oc- 
casion to denounce Blaine on the grounds 
of impurity. 

Is this seemly? Is this clerical? Is this 
even Christian? Shall the man who has 
worn his sacred robes so carelessly that they 
have fairly trailed in the mire lift up his 
voice in condemnation of the man who has 
walked through the dirty path of politics 
and come forth without a stain even upon 
the hem of his garment? Mr. Beecher would 
do well to take a back seat when records are 
called in question, for in this case the states- 
man will compare to overwhelming advan- 
tage with the clergyman. 

When men like Mr. Beecher and Mr. 
Schurz and Mr. Curtis separate themselves 
from their fellows, and convene little meet- 
ings of their own, and withdraw themselves 
from the Republican party lest the purity of 
their immaculate robes should be sullied by 
any of the mud which themselves have been 
most industrious in flinging, it would be 
seemly to open their proceedings with prayer. 
They have a chaplain ready to their hand in 
the Rev. Henry Ward Beecher, whose elo 
quence never failed him yet, and whose pro- 
found Scriptural knowledge will readily 
search out and expound the self-complacency 
of the worthy Pharisee, who thanked his God 
that he was not as other men were. 





The Street Brawls. 

**ALas!” exclaimed the somber-visaged 
graybeard, gazing meditatively at the gyra- 
tions of a couple of street-Arabs engaged in 
a rough-and-tumble struggle in front of his 
abode, ‘‘ Alas! what do I see before me; or 
rather, what do my elderly eyes behold? 
Two young gentlemen, representing, let me 
trust, the flower of America—which is the 
pride of the universe—contesting with each 
other in seemingly morchal combat; each of 
them evidently doing his uttermost to ad- 
vance his adversary to that bourne from 
which the illustrious Bard of Avon—‘ the 
divine Williams,’ as the Frenchman styled 
him—assures us there is no return. Young 
gentlemen! let me implore you to desist. 
The nation needs you—for coming wars!” 








SEVERE ParENT.—‘‘I thought, sir, you 
would take warning from the career of 
young Ward, and never go near Wall 
Street.” 

FILIAL, ETC.—‘‘ Yes, that’s all right, 


governor, but you know such warnings are | 


good only for three days—time up last 
week. 


THE JUDGE. 


At the Eden Musee. 

“Bap cess to ye, Mike; where are ye 
sthrivin’ to push to, at all at all?” 

‘Oh Biddy, let’s get out of this with our 
lives while we can. Sure it’s awful.” 

‘*What’s awful, ye omadhoun, and for 
why shonld we be gettin’ out till afther 
we’ve had our fifty cents worth?” 

‘* Biddy, I tell ye, the fifty cints niver 
was marked or med that ’ud pay me for what 
I’ll have to go through in my dhrames for 
this day. Wurrasthru, luk at that will ye? 
A poor, little innocent babby lookin’ on at a 
man roastin’ at a fire, an——” 

** Sure its black.” 

“Well, if it was twice as black itself, 
doesn’t it put the heart across in me to luk 
at it. And a man losin’ his hed. Come out 
of this, I tell ye now.” 

‘Sure they’re all wax, ye poor soft- 
hearted Mike.” 

**Tt’s all wan to me what they are. I’m 
tindher hearted as ye say, Biddy, an’ niver 
could bear to see a fellow creature suffer, if 
he was wax two inches thick. An’ more be- 
token, they look like life. Will you look at 
that black naygur there scowling at me an’ 
tell me he’s wax?” 

**TIn troth an I will.” 

** Well, thin, I’m wax meself, and they’re 
me fellow creatures. It’s mighty purty and 
instructive to see all thim crowned heds and 
| great sojers, but I’ve seen more than I ever 
| bargained for, an’ I’m going, Biddy.” 

‘+ An’ yer fifty cents?” 

‘‘Sure lve had me full value for my 
money. Divil recave the fair in ould Ireland 
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A LITTLE LOGGY, BUT STILL IN THE RING. 


where ever I seen half as many broken heads. 
Come on now, I tell ye.” 

And they departed, after profusely apolo- 
gizing to the wax figure at the door for in- 
advertently jostling against him 





“A Memory. 
A youNG man’s fancy in the spring, 
Is said to turn to thoughts of mashing; 
He cuts a figure, gay and dashing, 
To get some dudine on a string. 


He takes a prom. upon the ave., 

Complete togged out in new apparel, 

sut stops to take, with Flynn & Carroll, 
A ball of the hardest stuff they have. 


Now from his head it knocks the sense, 
He cannot keep out of the gutter, 
And maudlin wit his tongue doth utter, 
While bracing up against the fence. 


Ah! sad the plight of this masher bold, 
His beaver’s been completely shattered, 
With mud his duds are all bespattered, 

For him the day’s been very cold. 


Have pity on him, lady fair, 

And sympathize with all his sorrow 

Men know, repentance comes to-morrow, 
Meaning to those who have been there. 


WM. M., JR 


In a late trial at Washington there was 
one witness so regardless of his own reputa- 
tion, and the reputation of Washington 
witnesses in general, that he remembered a 
bit of truth and spoke it. He is to be over- 
hauled for unprofessional conduct. 
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You Betcher Life! 


RONDEAU. 





You betcher life she’s just a dais’! 
My gal I mean—I'll bet she lays 
The other girls all out to-night, 
For she'll be dancin’ round as light 
An’ graceful as the theatre fays. 


‘*Ye see,” I said, ‘‘ It’s me that pays, 
Let's go t’ the ball!” An’ then she says, 
‘*That’s where I live; I'Jl go? you're right! 
You betcher life!” 


‘Now I don’t want no give-aways, 

So just you keep it dark, becase 

Sal Kelly wanted my invite, 

An’ I ast Jen just out o' spite. 

But now I’ve got her, here she stays— 
You betcher life!” 


‘N 


pot 
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Ss. D. S., JR. 
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HERE we are, back in London again! Our 
stay in Paris was short and sweet, for as soon 
as Heraclitus heard of Blaine’s nomination 
he made double-quick time in getting back 
to The Langham. It is perfectly ridiculous 
being dragged back and forth across that 
horrid Channel so many times, and there 
was no more need of rushing off as he did 
than there was of flying to the moon. 

All be wanted was to get among a lot of 
Americans and talk politics and drink cock- 
tails. He couldn’t have been more jubilant 
if he had himself been nominated. Worse 
than all, he has announced his intention of 
going back to the States next month. When 
I asked him what upon earth he wanted to 
go to New York for, he replied, “‘ T'o vote 
for Blaine,” and that was the only answer I 
could get out of him. I know he’s made a 
lot of money over here, and I dare say he 
expects to go back to New York and spend 
it. If that 1s the case I shall certainly be a 
helpmeet to him in disbursing it. 

The probabilities are that the Princess of 
Wales will hold no drawing-rooms in July, 
and one thing is certain, / shall not leave 
London till after they are over. I am de- 
termined to be ‘‘ presented” or die in the 
attempt. I have already consulted the mo- 
diste that I consider the most reliable on the 
subject of a presentation dress. It will cost 
a nice round sum; but what of that! 

If we do go home before summer is over I 
intend to indulge myself in Newport society 
for a few weeks, and give my fine clothes an 
American airing. Lord Randolph Churchill 
and his wife, who used to be Miss Jerome, 
talk of going over, and Captain and Mrs. 
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PURELY AMERICAN. 
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Hostess TO NeGLectep Guest.—‘‘ Ah! Mrs. Nobody, I hope you are enjoying 


yourself. 


NEGLECTED GuEst.—‘‘ Oh! yes; 


Do you think you would be interested in ceramics ?” 
I am interested in anything aristocratic, and I 


should be delighted with an introduction to Sir Ramicks.” 


Arthur Paget, Mr. and Mrs. Cavendish- 
Bentinck, and several other notable persons 
will be there, and why not I? 

I don’t think Newport is a very good 
place for Heraclitus, but, for that matter, 
neither is London. 

I don’t know why Paris is called such a 
wicked city. Heraclitus behaves much bet- 
ter there than he does here. 

He is out now every night, and seldom 
comes in till the small hours. 

I wanted awfully to go to Oscar Wilde’s 
wedding, but it was more or less private, 
and Heraclitus wouldn’t exert himself to get 
an invitation. In fact, about the time the 
marriage took place he was endeavoring to 
recuperate from a Blaine dinner-party he’d 
been giving to three or four of his friends 
the night before. 

Blaine may be a very good man, but I 
don’t see the need of Heraclitus making 
such a fuss about him. 

I don’t know anything about politics and 
I don’t want to, and I don’t see what par- 
ticular difference it makes who is President. 
Every four years somebody starts the cry 
that our country is going toruin. Well, all 
I’ve got to say about it is, it’s a long time 
arriving at its destination. 

If Mr. Pennyfeather keeps on the way he’s 
been going since he first heard the result of 
the Chicago Convention he’ll be ruined long 
before the country is, and I told him so. 

‘* All right,” he replied; ‘‘ perhaps I shall 
be; but don’t, for heaven’s sake, Penelope, 
muddle your little brain with politics. I'd 
as soon see a woman ride a tricycle as to 
hear her talk about the state of her 
country.” 

He’s always been down on woman’s rights, 
more or less, but I didn’t know he’d such a 
horror of a female tricyclist. I always con- 
sidered riding the machines indecent, but 


Mr. Pennyfeather and I seldom agree on 
any subject, and tricycling is really becom- 
ing fashionable over here. 

It makes me tired to hear the talk about 
American women when I see what some of 
these English females do. 

They have regular costumes now for the 
tricycle—knickerbocker trousers, that buckle 
on the hip. There is an opening at the 
knee, under which there is a fastening, and 
an elastic strap under the instep keeps them 
from working up. Some kind of an apology 
for a skirt is worn over this, and when a 
tight-fitting bodice is added, you have the 
tricycle dress complete. 

Picture it, think of it, and imagine the 
attention any woman would attract doing 
the tricycle act in Central Park, for in- 
stance. 

Well, as I started to remark, I didn’t go 
to the Wilde wedding—‘‘ Wild Irish wed- 
ding ” somebody called it—but I did go toa 
reception at the South Kensington Museum 
a few days ago. 

I dragged Heraclitus along, much against 
his will, but he laughed so much over two 
youngish females that wore ridiculously 
esthetic costumes that he said he was paid 
for going. ‘The worst-looking one had dry, 
black hair that was frizzled all over, and 
made her head look like a Hottentot’s. 
Little green twigs were stuck at cheerful in- 
tervals into this ‘‘ wool.” Her gown was all 
in one piece, and kept flopping about her 
ankles, and she wore large balloon short- 
sleeves and long tan gloves. She carried an 
immense fan, and had a lot of beads and 
lace wound around her neck. 

In New York one would never see such a 
thing outside a dime museum. Whether 
you could find anything like it inside I don’t 
know, for I’ve never been in one. Hera- 
clitus said that, like the fairy in ‘*‘ Hobbies,” 












































MR. DANA DISCOVERS A CANDIDATE OF THE REQUISITE WEIGHT. 


she must have been blown in by the wind, 
and I quite agreed with him. I exclaimed, 
in the language of Lady Jane in *‘ Patience,” 
“Oh, South Kensington!” and told Hera- 
clitus I’d seen enough. 

He said he was glad I was satisfied for 
once in my life, and then began to talk 
about what steamer we would go home on. 

I told him plainly that I should not go 
home till after a drawing-room had been 
held, and then he got vexed and wanted to 
know if I didn’t expect to mash the Prince 
of Wales before I departed, and said I’d bet- 
ter apply to Rogers and get him to do a 
little Minnie Palmer advertising for me. I 
told him his slang was disgusting and his 
remarks beneath contempt, after which we 
parted for the evening, as usual. 

I don’t care what he says—he sha’n’t go 
before the middle of July. After that time 
he can do as he pleases for all of 

PENELOPE PENNYFEATHER. 


EUREKA! 








Deacon Lovegod Prousthief’s Charity. 





HIS NOTE. 
TEN pounds I will pay, six months from to-day, 
At bank in the rear of my inn, 
To good Parson Dove, whom I honor and love 
To help him in putting down sin. 


HIS INDORSEMENT. 
I promise to pay, six months from to-day, 
The sum that is mentioned within. 
If God up above, in his infinite love, 
Will make business good at my inn. 


HIS HOPE, 
But if by the day I’m expected to pay, 
I have not had good luck at the inn; 
I hope God above, in his infinite love, 
Will erase what I've written within. 
HIS PRAYER. 


My promise to pay, falls due Saturday, 
And things have gone bad at the inn; 











So Great God above, show your infinite love, 
Get me out of the box I am in. 


HIS FAITH. 
My promise to pay, came due yesterday, 
At Bank, in the rear of my inn; 
But God up above, in His infinite love, 
Burned up the safe it was in. 


MORAL. 
Keep out of the way, of good men who pray, 
If you care to keep a whole skin; 
They'll preach God above, and His infinite love, 
While they burn down the house you are in. 


T. W. LAWSON, 


REDUCTIO AD ABSURDAM—horizontal re- 
duction. 





Ir is reported that horizontal reduction 
will not be again attempted till Congress has 
enacted the forward backslide, and the de- 
scent upward. 



































Monographs. 


Hrs(S)rory. 

We met 

Mid laughter; 

You bet 

I chaffed her. 
Fun! 

But now 

We're married; 

I vow 

I’m harried. 
Done! 

——The sticky age—mucilage. 


What the sewing machine said when 
it skipped the stiteh—Sew long! 





—‘* Fools are never silent,” says an old 
saw. We presume that is the reason so many 
persons talk in their sleep. 


——‘* Yes,” sighed the man who had been 
out late the night before, as he tried to put 
on his hat in the morning, ‘‘I now agree 
with Democritus that the convenience of 
what we enjoy is more excellent than the 
largeness of it.” 


-There are four things in this world 
that you can’t make agree, no matter how 
you fix it—green apples and small boys, and 
two women. 


——aA blush is said to be the complexion 
of virtue, and yet when we meet a man 
whose nose alone betrays his virtue, it is 
strange how sceptical we all at once become. 


——When you see two women in close 
converse on a street corner, you can make 
up your fertile mind that a third woman 
somewhere will suffer for it. 


—A Lowell rum-seller’s sign reads— 
‘““The Old House at Home.” This doesn’t 
seem very politic. Among a good many of 
his customers it must call to mind the Old 
Spouse at Home. 





** Books are among man’s truest con- 
In the hour of affliction and trouble 
he can turn to them with confidence and 
trust,” seys a philosopher. Well, perhaps a 
philosopher can, but the ordinary business 
man who knows he can’t settle with his 
creditors for more than ten cents on the 
dollar, doesn’t turn to his books with any 
amazing amount of confidence and trust. 


solers. 





Chin—Going into the country this 
summer? Going to take a change of air? 

Pipes—Yes and no. We are not going 
into the country, but we’re going to move 
down into the cellar of our house during 
July and August. Wecan get a change of 
air and malaria there cheaper than away 
from home. 





Barber {cheerfully |—Warm weather, 
sir. 

Next |affably|—Perhaps. it is up here— 
down my way it ain’t. 

Barber [encouraged |—How does the ther- 
mometer stand down your way, sir? 

Next [calmly |—Forty in the shade. 

Barber [really interested|—Good Lord! 
you don’t say so! Why, sir, it’s ninety in 
this very room. Aint something the matter 
with your thermometer? 

Next—Thermometer’s all right. 

Barber —Well, your house then. 

Nexi—House’s all right. 

Barber |desperately|—Then may I ask, 
sir, where on the face of this glowing globe 
you hang out? 

Next | vindictively |—Certainly—in an ice 
house. 
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SAVE THE CROTON. 
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Lapy.—‘ Have you given the gold-fish fresh water, as I told you, Maria?” 


Maria.—‘‘ No, ma’am, and why would I? 


have yet.” 


Tales of My Grandmother. 


TALE NO, IV. 


My grandmother was deaf, very, very 
deaf—so deaf that she had to use an ear 


trumpet. I remember an unfortunate mis- 
take being made, which caused the poor old 
lady much annoyance and inconvenience, 
and obliged her to part for a time with the 
aforementioned useful instrument. It hap- 
pened on Thanksgiving day, on which day 
we always went to dine with my uncle Abra- 
ham, grandma’s only brother. Grandma 
did this yearly rite as a solemn act of duty. 
She did not like dining out. She felt un- 
comfortable when she was attended by another 
servant, instead of her own faithful John, 
and she hated Uncle Abraham’s wife. ‘A 
giddy young fool,” she politely called her. 
Besides all this, grandma did not like my 
being thrown much in contact with Uncle 
A’s fair young daughters, as she always 
wished herself to direct the course of my 
love. In fact, she gave me often to under- 
stand that if she had not the privilege of 
doing so, it (my love) would not be allowed 
torun smooth. But Iam digressing. On 
this special Thanksgiving day we sat down, 
twenty-five in number, at my uncle’s hospit- 
able board. ‘To insure grandma’s canis 
an intelligent young footman named James 
was specially told off to wait upon her. 
James felt his responsibility and was out- 
wardly calm, but inwardly nervous and trem- 
ulous. Still all went well until grandma 
suddenly turned on him as he handed her a 
dish of tinned green peas. Grandma hated 
all things that she considered out of season. 
So when James handed her the dish saying, 
‘* Peas, madam?” she thrust her trumpet 
into her ear with a defiant air, and shrieked, 
‘*What?” ‘The terrified lad very naturally 
concluded it was a new-fashioned entrance 


Sure, they haven’t drunk what they 


to her mouth, and hastily poured a large 
and juicy spoonful of peas down the trum- 
pet. Oh! what ascene it was. The peas 
were hot! grandma was furious! everyone 
was dismayed! James was dismissed! And 
in spite of explanations and apologies with- 
out end, I do not believe grandma ever 
really forgave the outrage. Grandma’s deaf- 
ness was really a sore point with her. Once 
I remember, she thought she had discovered 
the cause of herinfirmity. Uncle Abraham, 
his wife and daughters came to spend Christ- 
mas week with us. I was very much pleased 
at the arrangement, for I must confess I 
entertained a very warm affection for cousin 
Katie. Grandma suspected this and in con- 
sequence her eagle eye was continually upon 
us. But one morning we eluded her vigi- 
lance. I purloined the key of her sacred 
store-closet, and with my three cousins care- 
fully locked in with me, went in for a regu- 
lar good time. We joked and laughed and 
feasted on the “‘ dainty cakes” till we heard 
grandma’s dreaded step on the stairs, and 
we all felt detection was imminent. Very 
silent we became; very cautiously I drew the 
key from the lock, and peeped and peeked 
and keeked through the keyhole. Yes, she 
came right up to the door, soliloquizing, 
‘* Where can the boy be? and where are 
those children? No keeping one’s eye on 
them. I should suspect they were in here, 
but I do not believe they could be so quiet.” 
Then she put her eye to the keyhole. Then 
I drew back. Then she put her ear to the 
keyhole. In tempting proximity to my hand 
lay a small tin of ‘‘ powder blue,” such as 
laundresses use. I put some on a tiny shell, 
applied it to the keyhole, and blew it into 
grandma’s ear. She started back at once, 
exclaiming, ‘‘ Dear me, what a draught!” 
and we then heard her ascend to her own 
room. ‘This was our chance. ‘I'wo minutes 
more and the key was replaced on its proper 



























































First CLERK.—‘‘ What did you do 
with yourself all day Sunday, Mr. 
Check?” 

Mr. Coeck.—‘‘ Me? 
a little equestrian exercise around 
Coney Island. Ah! my boy, there’s 


Why, I took 
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nothing like horseback-riding to brace 
a man up!” 


veg, and we were seated demurely with 
Taste Abraham and Aunt Keziah in the 
morning-room. In a few minutes grandma 
appeared, with an air of excitement and a 
pocket-handkerchief stained and blotched 
with blue! I felt myself turn pale, but she 
was not thinking of me then. ‘See, Prissy! ” 
she exclaimed; ‘‘see, Abraham! see, Keziah! 
I have at last discovered the cause of my 
deafness. There is a blue discharge from 
my ear. I have sent for my physician. I 
feel now at last that my hearing may be re- 
stored.” Aunt Prissy looked at me with 
gentle reproach; she knew it must be one of 
my pranks. ‘The others stared at grandma 
with mute astonishment. Katie and I were 
simultaneously seized with violent paroxysms 
of coughing, and fled from the room. What 
a day it was! Before the arrival of the phy- 
sician Aunt Prissy persuaded grandma to 
bathe her ear with warm water, ‘‘in order 
to encourage the discharge.” When the in- 
telligent A®sculapius arrived he appeared 
puzzled at first, and afterwards suggested it 
might be the dye off her cap strings. This 
was too much for human nature to endure. 
Further advice was called in; the pocket- 
handkerchief was submitted to analysis. 
The result failed to satisfy grandma, who to 
the last day of her life declared that were it 
not for the obstinacy, stupidity, and igno- 
rance of the physicians her deafness might 
have been removed. I had, of course, to 
make full confession to Aunt Prissy, but she 
never betrayed me. For my part, I often 
felt glad that the deafness was incurable, for 
many, many of my escapades must have 
come to those poor old ears had they ever 
been open, and I think my grandmother’s 
infirmity often spared her pain, and I know 
it often spared me and Aunt Prissy. I be- 
lieve my grandfather was deaf also, as I have 
often heard that it was a common practice 








of my grandma’s to take him out to Central 
Park when she had anything of a private 
nature to confide to him. Then, having 
chosen an open and unfrequented spot, she 
would shout aloud with great satisfaction. 
When I was about sixteen years of age 


grandma resolved on taking a trip to Eu- | 


rope. Of course, Aunt Prissy, Martin, and 
I were taken. I had a good time, but I fear 
Aunt Prissy and Martin suffered. I shall 
never forget our voyage. 
suffered all the horrors of seasickness; Aunt 
Prissy was worse, and Martin was ‘‘ worsest,” 
as she expressed it; but I will reserve our ex- 
periences for another chapter, as the editor 
suggests that it is not permissible to fill the 
whole JupGE with tender memories of my 
grandma, and when I appear at the office 
now I am greeted with derisive remarks and 
queries, such as ‘‘ Does your grandma know 
you’re out?” ete. All these I treat with the 
silent contempt they deserve. Still, I feel 
bad over them; they are stupid, uncalled 
for, and in bad taste, and there is no fun in 
them that I can see. Even THe JUDGE 
himself had a grandmamma once, but I 
guess he don’t cure to own up to her; but if 
he goes on as he is doing, and drives me 
to desperation, [’Il—I’lIl—well, I'll go to 
Puck and help beat Blaine. 





OTHER men may be big-hearted, but the 
shoe-maker is the most whole-soled fellow of 
them all. 


THAT you can’t butter parsnips with fine 
words, is a saying that originated in the dark 
ages, when it was all butter and no oleo- 
margarine. 


It is Worth 
to go abroad. 


a dress-loving woman’s while 


Poor grandma | 


This is Mr. Check taking his equestrian exercise at Coney Island. 


A Belated Pun. 


Inspired by the wrong kind of Punch. 





Has anyone, O JupDGE, 
Nursing a fiendish grudge 
’Gainst the Chicago smudge, 
Queried: O, will Blaine 
Find it so cold a day 

In the November fray 

That we may henceforth say, 
He is a chill-Blaine? 





FresH ARRIVAL (to hotel clerk)—‘* Say, 
mister, I thought this was a peaceable, quiet 
town, but I see every man on the street 
armed. What’s the row?” 

Hotel Clerk —‘‘ Well, I believe we’re 
pretty well fixed here, but better not step 
outside of that door without your weapon; 
and have your money and watch put into 
the safe.” 

F, A.—‘‘Is the mob going for property 





or 

H. C. (contemptuously)—‘‘ Do you think 
I would load down with all this cutting and 
shooting iron for the best mob that ever 
burnt a court-house? ” 

F. A.—‘* Not the James boys on a raid? 
I thought they were cleaned up,” 

H. C.—‘*No; he'll go through more 
pocket-books in an hour than they did ina 
lifetime; but if nobody weakens I think 
we'll fix him this time.” 

F. A.—‘ Fix him? Who is him? 
you mean to say the devil’s broke loose?” 

H. C.—‘‘ No; our sheriff broke out of jail 
last night.” 


Do 


Pig IRON should be shut up in a steel 
pen. 
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has made another 
Francisco this time. 


LANG@TRY 
is San 
diences, high prices, and good business have 


success. It 
Brilliant au- 


attested her popularity as usual, 
Englishman, who has become a rich cowboy 
in Wyoming, has gained some notoriety by 
occupying a proscenium box eVery night of 
her ’Frisco engagement. 

On the whole, San Francisco seems to be 
getting the best of everything this year. 

‘ Lynwood,” the play that is to be pro- 
duced at the Union Square in the fall, was 
not a success, but Stetson’s ‘‘ Monte Cristo” 
company, with Jimmy O’Neill at its head, 
has been doing so well that Stetson will put 
in a supplementary season, at popular prices, 
at the Grand Theatre. 


and an 


Nat Goodwin played ‘‘ Confusion” two 
weeks and ‘* Hobbies ” one week. 
Lilly Post will be in the city of the Golden 


Gate for four weeks, and she will probably 
be with Col. McCaull’s company next season 
instead of playing in London, as previously 
announced, 

Effie Ellsler has started on her winding 
way, andc -ommenc ed her tour at Des Moines, 
Iowa, as “La Belle Russe.” ‘* La Petite 
Belle Russe” would be a more appropriate 
title, we should think. While in San Meg 
cisco she will produce for the first time 
Maurice Barrymore’s new play called ‘‘ The 
Don.” Harry Lee is Miss Ellsler’s leading 
man, and he secured ‘‘ The Don” through 
Mr. Harry Sargent, who has an interest in 
all Mr. Barrymore’s plays. Of course, Mr. 
Lee is enthusiastic in his praises of the 
piece, and it is said that Shook and Collier, 
as well as Stevenson and Curtis, were nego- 
tiating for it, when Lee made such a good 
proposition that the drama was handed over 
to him immediately, whereupon Mr. Barry- 
more set sail for England, Sargent turned 
his attention once more to his new star, 
Janisch, and Lee packed up ‘‘The Don’ 
with his other valuables and left for Des 

Moines. 

os of Janisch causes us to realize 
the fact that we shall be ablaze with foreign 
stars next season. 

Wallack’s bill-board is already resplendent 
with a gay advertisement of the first appear- 
ance of the Parisian diva, Theo. In October 
we are to have Aimee in her new comedy, at 
the same theatre. Brooks and Dickson are 
to present us to Ristori. Irving and Terry 
will return, and so will probably Florence 
Gerard. 

If Janisch proves as great a star as has 
Modjeska, Mr. Sargent may thank his /ucky 
stars for his latest discovery. 


The German actress speaks English with | 


an accent, and will play in ‘‘ Cymbeline” 
and “‘ As You Like It.’ 


Speaking of foreign actresses, we must 


not forget Rhea, who was also one of Sar- | 


gent’s discoveries. In certain cities she has 
become a great favorite, and at Los Angeles, 
Cal., she had a glorious week a month ago. 
For five nights and a matinee the sale of 
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seats (we are told) reached $9,000. Then 
on her opening night there the mayor made 

a speech, the architect made another, and 
she was presented with a ‘‘ magnificent solid 


gold orange leaf, with raised orange blossoms | 


in silver, and engraved ‘ Welcome’ on one 
side, and on the other a raised green 
emerald wreath, with the word ‘ Rhea’ in 
diamonds.” 

Why and wherefore this was given we 
know not, but it must have been awfully 
nice. Her re Cre next season will be 
** Yvonne” and ‘‘A Terrible Woman.” If 
‘“‘Yvonne” is a success, the ‘‘ Terrible 
Woman” will be excluded, as she might 
well expect to be under such circumstances 

Over on the other side, the various stars 
that have been visiting us appear to be en- 
joying their home comings. 


Answers to Correspondents. 

‘*Poetr”’-cuss, N. Y. City.—Tur JupGE feels 
supremely happy in finding himself in a position to 
devote his sole attention to you and your sublime 
‘*epic’”’ (with incidentals) in this particular column 
this week. Some one has before now said that our 
great representative writers—you are undoubtedly 
one of them—are not all to be studied in the library 
—some should be our companions in the fields and 
woods, some on the sea-shore, and others in the 
social circle. For instance, to enjoy the majestic 
epic of Milton—your great ante-type—read him in 
some sequestered nook of an old cathedral, whose 
**dim religious light” will harmonize with the lofty 
and sublime musings of the 


great catholic poet. 


| Seek the recesses of some shady wood far from city 


Signor Salvini has been heard to remark | 


that Henry Irving is admirable, but 
great, and that ‘‘no man living could play 
Othello with those legs,” 
Court Journal is greatly offended, 


not | 


whereupon the | 
and in- | 


forms its readers that ‘‘ Mr. Irving plays | 
Othello with his head, and not with those | 
legs.” We always thought his trunk was an | 


important adjunct to his performances of 
Othello, as well as to most of his other plays. 

This same journal comments largely on 
Mr. Haverly and his minstrel company, and 
says that Mr. Haverly 
Yankee, and that ‘“‘ from San Francisco to 
New York the States are dotted with Hav- 
erly’s Theatres.” Another important item 
is that ‘‘ Sweatman, a banjo-player and 
comedian, has £60 a week,” and that Mr. 
Haverly has ‘‘ three private secretaries, two 
assistant managers, a confidential adviser, 
and one hundred and four performers with 
him.” 

We are pleased to know all this about Mr. 
Haverly and his dotted theatres; but we 
rather suspect that the dramatic critic of the 
Court Journal has a few dotlets on his eye 
and occasionally sees double. 

Considering all this Haverly, Mary An- 
derson, and Barrett business, London in 
other respects appears to be doing quite 
well, while New York is frizzling in the 
nineties. 





RAPID TRANSIT—(ransit gloria mundi. 








mage 
clothes, 

Crrizen.—* Well, if 
you would take the earth.” 

Tramp.—‘‘ Why the earth, when I can get 


—‘* Could you give me a suit of 
ir?” 
you tramps could 


the ‘World’ for two cents.”; 


| the 


is a representative | 





strife and din, to pore over the romantic and chiv- 
alrous verse of Spencer and Chaucer. 

Take you to 
some rippling stream or lake, 
in the 


Wordsworth with the margin of 
with blue mountains 
horizon, and carrolling birds overhead—the 
scenes of his own inspiration. 

We are counselled to make Pope our companion 
in a bijou of an apartment fitted up with the most 
fastidious elegance; 


with busts, and 


vases, pictures 
books for its decorative appointments. 

Scott should be read in an apartment hung with 
tapestry and of the feudal and 
lighted by windows painted with heraldic devices 
and ornaments, 


relics ages, 


seated in an elaborately-carved, 
high-backed, antique easy chair. 

To sympathize with the spirit of Byron, we should 
seat ourselves on a rock by the sea-shore, when the 
sky looks wild with the storm-wrack; when the 
lightnings flame and flash and the thunders roar 
and rattle. 

To enjoy Goldsmith, we would seat ourselves on 
a stile in the country, when the cornfield is full of 
reapers—some at work, and others lying in the 
shade; while over the trees peep the spire of the 
picturesque old village church; and the red brick 
or quaint frame house of the pastor is seen in the 
distance. 

We would study philosophic Fielding in the trav- 
elers’ room of a country inn, which is a little world 
in itself. Guests are arriving—others are departing 
—bells are ringing—the landlady is calling; but let 
not this disturb us; for probably the very same 
thing is occurring on Fielding’s page before us. 

Moore must give forth his fascinations in a bower 
of vine-leaves intermixed with roses, while perfumed 
fountains are dancing around us. 

In the ruins of some old abbey or cathedral, or in 
summer fields of song, flowers and sunshine, we 
would draw-inspiration from the poetic pages of 
Keats and Shelley. 

We would study the great master mind, Shaks- 
peare, by the lonely sea-shore, the green shades of 
the forest, the busy resorts of the town: all those 
scenes, haunts and spots which we have successively 
and singly claimed for the others, may be wholly 
claimed for Shakspeare; for all have inspired his 
universal genius. 

But where, oh where, shall we retire with your 
‘*epic?”’ is the serious question that presents itself 
just now. The ‘‘ devil” a our elbow suggests the 
waste-basket, with its ample proportions expectantly 
positioned on our left; and, acting on the suggestion, 
we shall retire there immediately to enjoy the luxu- 
rious treat. When we emerge once more, we may 
leave the ‘‘epic” behind for safe keeping. 

And now, having endeavored to blend pleasure 
with instruction, let Toe JupGE hear from you 
again—that is, within a reasonable time after your 
‘‘pome” shall have been profusely illustrated by 
our artists, ‘‘set up” by our typos, and damned by 
our ‘‘ devil.” 





St. EpmMuNDsBURY—see map of England. 
St. Edmunds buried—see Phelps’ letter. 
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THE SEA-SERPENT SEASON 





Hore, ProprietTor.—‘‘ Now, Mike, do 
and a full account in the papers will fill the 


Charlie’s Unloaded Pistol Practice, 
and Allie’s Epistle thereon. 


AN ACCOUNT OF THE LATE SAD EVENT. 


THE ice-cream and the cakes was just 
handed around and the gentlemen was so 
awful funny with their remarks, and the 
ladies near killed ourselves laughing. Charlie 
had a colored pink necktie on, and he was 
so lively he most didn’t know what to do 
with himself—then he creeped over the floor 
and made like when he was a dog, barks, 
and sometimes growls, and then the ladies, 
we all jumpt on cheers and hollowed and 
laughed enough to kill, then he stood his- 
self on his head and was so funny he just 
didn’t know what to do, and Miss Ager from 
the Boarded School she said it was the exu- 
berence of his spirits of youth—which she 
wears specks for her Health. ‘Then Charlie 
he felt in such good spirits he drawed out a 
Pistle and hold it nearly agin Carrie’s head 
and Carrie she got a kind a skeered then we 
all laughed like if we would die then Charlie 
he pinted the Pistle at Ellen and winked at 
the ladies and me, and then he pulled the 
tricker and O my! Ellen she dropt right 
down on the floor and it was awful, and we 
hollowed and hollowed and all of us don’t 
know what we done and poor Charlie he 
ketched a holt of his hair and kicked around 
on the floor and he was afraid he would die. 
Then Carrie she said, O Charlie how could 
you—and he said I didn’t know it was 
loaded, then us ladies bursted out crying 
more than ever and poor Charlie he took on 
so we thought he would die and when the 
doctor come to see Ellen, but she was dead 
before he got there, we told the doctor to 
look after Charlie but he—he was a mean 





the best You can, 


Hotel.” 


. 1 
and give the quests a good 


old thing with gray whiskers—a kind of 
sniffed his nose at poor Charlie and said O 
he said such awful swear words, and said 
such fellows liks that ought to die with a 
rope around their necks—but he was shocked! 
then one of the ladies hold a file of camfire 
to Charlie’s nose and rubbed his Temples — 
that’s the head just before the ears—and 
Mamie and me we removed off his boots and 
Miss Ager she said it was nothing highly 
improper on sich a solemn occasion to bathe 
gentlemen’s lower extremities—that’s their 
feet when the boots is off. Then we 
Charlie on a rockingcheer and he 
dreadful downhearted that it went a 
while till we could notis any smiles on his 
Countynance but when he lighted a sigger- 
ette and smoked we knowed the worst danger 
was apast, but O my, you mustn't think 
Charlie is in near such good spirits as he was 
before the Sad Event—He says he feels aw- 
fully sorry he didn’t know it was loaded and 
O my, you ought to just hear how nice he 
talks about poor Ellen’s Fate—he says he 
don’t blame her a bit for the sad Event and 
he says the next time he’ll pint it at the dog 
or the old man or something, first to see if 
it’s loaded before he fetches it into the par- 
lor. And poor Charlie he is so kind and 
thoughtfull, a person would harly believe it 
—he says how nice it would be if us ladies 
would all dress alike in white and tend 
Ellen’s funeral servis all walking together 
and he would escort us, Oh my wouldn’t it 
be nice—I told ma I could take Old Sue’s 
dress and she could take up the skurts just 
a little to suit my highth. 
Your Truly Friend 
ALLIE. 


got 
Was 80 


cood 





S. P. Don’t be uneasy about poor Charlie 





OPENS. 


scare. beach, 


his Spirits is nearly recover from the schock 
and he Says he feels like if he could kick up 
his heels as good as ever, and don’t you dis- 
remember it he said, till he most makes a 
person laugh—but he haint got no hard feel- 
ings agin Ellens parents, and he got a new 
hat—O my if you how nice he 
looked when he put it on for Carrie and me 
to see how it fitted—its the kind they call 
pluck hats and he got it to tend the funeral 
servis—Poor Ellen’s funeral servis will oceur 
on sunday the instant at 10 o’clock in the 
a. m., and Miss Ager she says us ladies ought 
to take warning from poor Ellen’s misfortion 
for she says, I think she said, for in the mist 
of life we are cut off in the flower of our 
Youthhood—and what do you think—Char- 
lie savs we ought to wear white slippers too, 
and Em she says wouldn’t that be just bully. 


ALLIE. 


could see 


WILDWAVE City bonds went down one 
day like a busted balloon: ‘© You see them 
fellows out there went back on us in this 
way; when we subscribed for the bonds the 
mayor of Wildwave was an unlynched horse 
thief; the controller a leading confidence 
man; the treasurer a broke-up monte man; 
but at the spring election the slippery ele- 
ment got the upper hand and filled the offices 
with a bank cashier and a—I believe a 
christian capitalist, and people of that tribe. 
Of course that gave the bonds a knock, but 
I have a notion there’ll be a rally, for of the 
new board of aldermen most of the members 
have served on juries, and a fair proportion 
have been in jail in the old country.” 


THE Dublin University Magazine will 
probably be searched for dynamite if the 
outrages continue. 
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A Dark Horse. 


I wouLD I dwelt in Congress halls 





I'd serve my land alone, 
And e’er uphold its dignity 
And wear some of my ow! 
I i statesman, « ited wise 
M itry Ss praise wih 
And ce 1 ] I t mw l 
If l wa 1 
Mv « r vould be my i 
Chief gy ni ! th ned 
And I w 1] more a ‘ 
The n I ed 
Her g sca I eer sh Lh i 
As someth livi 
Het name I'd t< wh 
And \ iewhat m 
Phey'd r find 1 hi when themes 
(ol l hapa 
And I I'd KIV Ca mn 
| the ¢ ked ‘ 
som ivht | i their honor there 
And ipl I « ifes 
0 } r si 1 be rate ‘ 
> On " Ess 
A statesma hould be stu ind true 
The sou th \ 
I know I w \ ( 
Except what t hi 
I 
I'd not be idly laggard there 
My duty would be large 
I'd w k quite late for public wea 
W ! it much extra charge 
My voice would ri within those wa 
Evi h i see my I vn 
Our is measures I'd hold up 
Opp s I'd hold down 
My c¢ niry use a li l ire one 
Wer I ( res hed trie 
I know I'd not do anything 
For which / be ashamed 
Educational. 
ONE morning last winter the teacher of 


hamlet of 
ved a somewhat interesting 


a certain distriet-school in the 
( andlewoo i rece 
note from the mother of one of his pupils 
a rather refractory urchin—treating not only 
of her child’s delingencies, but also express- 
ing her desire for the lad’ 
We pre senta verbatim copy of the billet: 

“Mr. Allbirch; I wish 
Joseph (very tenderly, 
ancy of yesterday; and as the dear boy is 
disgusted with Arithmetic, it is my desire 
that he be allowed to drop that study, and 


} 


go forward to Algebra, 


ad’s advancement. 


you to chastise 


however) for his tru- 


LUCINDA Murcn.” 





The New Minister. 


“WELL, CAPTAIN,” said Squire Wormly 
to his nautical friend Atwater, on their way 
homeward from divine service, what do you 
think of the discourse which our new pastor 
delivered this morning? 
ment, wasn’t it?” 


A powerful argu- 
I 


‘*O well, Squire!” was the old salt’s 
response, ‘‘it answered the purpose well 
enough, no doubt: but I’ve heard many a 


better one.” 
‘* Ah, Captain, he goes under the scum!” 
‘* Exactly, Squire!” was the mariner’s 
rejoinder, ‘‘and whenever he does go under 


} 


the scum he gets beyond his depth.” 


THE JUDGE. 


AT THE SEASIDE. 
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‘Oh! Mr. Slim, save, O save my hat.’’ 





Mr. Sui “© dlas! miss, 1 cannot swim 
) ) i J 
TL ee LA fhes, and / believe if is 
against £ es f0 
“\ 
f ‘ 
\ \ 


| 














, a 4 : , 
Old Mr. Puffiacket, who happe ned to be 
. , y 7" ms 
out tn his yu hit, was rathei surprised when 
a lady’s hat suddenly fell down upon him, 
l trent! To) / 
apparen y fi mm the skies. 


Ir was a young banker named Ward, 
Had Grant for a business pard; 

And when it exploded, 

Grant thought 


‘* Not so,” said the 


twasn't loaded 
banker named Ward. 





CHICAGO proposes; November disposes. 


A VERSE from the Chapter of Accidents: 
As Professor Van Cubies, the distinguished 
mathematician, was searching last night for 
a fourth dimension in space, he slipped from 
one of the upper shelves of the library and 
fell—to use the graphic words of an eye 
witnessing freshman—‘‘ headlong hind-end 
foremost,” and struck ‘ Huxley on the Cray- 
fish.” The sturdy Englishman seemed to 
mind the blow no more than if he had been 
struck on the head, but as for the Professor 
| himself, we understand that he was picked 
| up in an almost sensible condition. 


Only for a Season. 


‘“On, speak, Angelica! Why so quiet? 


, 


Say; wilt thou be mine?’ 
‘* Well, Robert, I'll tell you what I'll do. 
I'll be yours during the ice cream season 
anyway; because Will he’s savin’ up all the 
| money he can for us to get married on. | 
reckon he wouldn’t have any objections to 
that.” 

‘But [ have!” exclaimed Robert, in tones 
of bull-dog mad, as he seized his hat and 
cane and waltzed out of the house.— A‘en- 
fue hy State Journal. 


Who He Was. 


‘Going down to Washington, eh?” in- 
quired a passenger, patronizingly, of a com- 
mon looking man who had politely requested 
| permission to occupy half his seat; ‘‘ first visit 

to the ei I suppose?” 

““No, live there.” 

**Oh, clerk in one of the departments, I 
presume?” 

v« No.” 

“ce No! 

se No.” 

** May I inquire what is your business?” 

** Certainly, sir. My name is Folger, and 
I am secretary of the treasury.”—Chicago 


Hh rald, 


Salesman in a store?” 





Too Prodigal. 


A Metuopist preacher in one of the moun- 
tain districts of Arkansaw one day happened 
upon a family to whom the light of the gos- 
pel had come only througha glass darkly, and 
the biblical knowledge of the household was 
very limited. He at once set about posting 
the members by reading to them from the 
Bible. He turned to the story of the Prodi- 
gal Son, and was reading to a very attentive 
audience, until he came to that portion nar- 
rating the killing of the fatted calf. 

‘“*What’s that, Mister, what’s that?” in- 
terrupted the mother, excitedly. ‘* Did yer 
say the old man killed a fat calf fur that 
boy 0” his’n? ‘ 

‘«That’s what the book says, sister.” 

** Well, yer kin jis’ shet hit up. I don’t 
wanter h’ar no sich stuff as thet.” 

‘Why, my Christian friend, that is the 
gospel, and there can be nothing wrong in 
that.” 

‘Yes, thar is, too. I hain’t so very 
knowledgious on ter Scripter, but I knows 
enough “bout feedin’ children ter know thet 
| hit’s the rip-snortinest kind o” ’stravagance 
ter kill a fat calf jis’ fur one boy, an’ I don’t 
want no more sich doctern ez thet norated to 
my famerly, an’ I reckin’ you’d better be 
gittin’ along down the road, whar people 
hain’t ekernomercal like we un’s. Good-day, 
Mister. Zeke, go out an’ unloose the dog.” 

—~Merchant Traveler. 





” 





TRAVELER—‘“‘ You have driven me expe- 
ditiously, and I want to pay you well. What 
is your regular price?” Hackman—*‘ The 
| law allows me fifty cents, sir.” ‘T'raveler— 

** Does it, Iam glad of that. And I’ll give 
| you twenty-five cents; so you'll make a 


pretty good thing out of it, won’t vou? 
‘There, there, not a word of thanks. I don’t 
want to hear them. I should have lost fifty 
dollars had I missed my train; so, you see, 
that I have more to thank you for than you 
have to thank me.” ‘The hackman goes off 


ina brown study, with his eyes fixed ab- 

stractedly on that quarter of a dollar. He 

thinks that perhaps the traveler is correct, 

though he doesn’t quite understand it all.— 
| Boston Transcript. 























How a Woman Puts on Shoes. 


WHEN a woman has a new pair of shoes 
sent home she performs altogether different 


from aman. She never shoves her toes into 
them and yanks and hauls until she is red 
in the face and all out of breath, and then 


goes stamping and kicking around, 
them on part way very carefully, twitches 
them off tuke a last look and 
if she has got the right one, pulls them on 
again, looks at them dreamily, says they are 
just right, then takes another look, stops 
suddenly to smooth out the wrinkies, twists 
around and surveys them sideways, exclaims: 
‘* Mercy, how loose they a looks at them 
again square in front, works her feet around 
so they won’t hurt her quite so much, takes 
them off, looks at the heels, t! the bot- 
tom, and then inside, puts them on again, 
walks up and down the room once or twice, 


but pulls 


again to 


ar 
re; 


1c toe, 


remarks to her better half that she won’t 
have them at any price, tilts down the mir- 
ror so she can see how they look, turns in 
every possible direction, and nearly dislocates 
her neck trying to see how they look from 
that way, backs off, steps up again, takes 


thirty or forty farewell looks, says they mak« 


simple matter, Ses ed. 


Keeping Their Ends Up. 


of 
no matter 
zen of a 
neighbors 


ONE of the most singular traits our 
common humanity is the fact that 
how arctically indifferent the 
particular locality may be to 
while at home, he becomes a trav- 
eler than his local pride sticks out like the 
peg on a hat rack, and at a minute’s notice. 

The other morning while. the 


citi 
his 


ho sooner 


east-bound 


man suddenly climbed into one of the Pull- 
man cars, and exclaimed in an anxious voice: 
**Ts there a Southern man aboard?” 
There is, sah. From Nothe Carliny, 
sah!” responded a gentleman attired in a 
black suit, velvet vest and leg those 
ante-bellum landmarks of the sunny South. 
Then I appeal to you to aid a case of 
real distress,” said the stranger. ‘I give a 
dollar myself,” and he dropped a dollar into 
his own hat. 
‘“*T?’m from Florida, sah,” said a thin man 
farther along, ‘‘ and I make it two dollars.” 
‘ If there’s anybody here from Wisconsin, “é 
suppose we subse ribe three dollars aplece 
said a stout-looking party in jeans. 
‘It’s ago!” shouted a fellow citizen to 
the last speaker, pulling out his pocketbook. 
‘* New York says five dollars, snapped out 


boots, 


|| a stylish looking young fellow, flipping a 
gold piece down the aisle. 
| **So does Massachusetts,” coolly chimed 


in a Boston man, dropping a greenback into 
| the delighted collector’s hat. 
‘“*Gentlemen,” quietly announced 
looking passenger, °° the Keystone 
|  pities the sturving family, or whatever it is, 


solid 
State 


traveler, witha ‘‘ wheat futures ” look, fished 
out three fives. 
‘* Just pass this ap, please,” said a St. 
Louis pork packer, handing the Chicago 
min a twenty, with a grim smile. 

The poor widow catches Utah for $25, 


said another man amid a general smile. 








her feet look awful big, and will never do in 
the world, puts them off and on three or 
four times more, asks her husband what he | 
thinks about it and pays no attention to 
what he says, goes through it all again and 
finally says she will take them. It 1s a ve ry 


overland was stopping at Council Bluffs, a | 


just ten dollars,” and he counted out the | 
coin. 
‘‘Tjlinois goes that one better,” and a | 


ton Free 








THE JUDGE. 


and 





‘Put Wyoming down for thirty,” a Epicurious. 
big cattle ranger began unwrapping his : 
wallet. Our fmend Blazeawa S 
The Silver State says thirty-five,” gular theory t at in ord Ave a whed 
shouted a big fellow with a big sack of | &2% ' perfection, it is a matter of tl tel 
specimen’s, who had been strapping his most Importance that It eCu aS KOC 
monev belt. over a fire of poa 1 we 3 ta 
‘If the returns are all in,” finally said a burnin shame to ente ' a Tire und 
man with a big felt hat and a nugget breast- idea 
pin, as he stood up and looked around 


ati RESQUE 1 
Saratoga, Lake George, and Catskill Mountains, 


Trea 


‘T should like to ask if there’s 
another Californian present.” 
There wis DO response. 


‘All right,” 1 the 


calmly, 


Sali gentleman from the VV Bod = IORE ROUTE 





Comstock. Then Vl subseribe for him. rHI 
Here’s &100 from the Suneet State: os and Equal in Speed and o.oo omfort all other Routes 
he dumped the gold into the already heavily 
weighted hat, just us the whistle blew and PULLMAN BUFFET PARLOR CARS 
the collector started for the door. \ ‘ 
‘Who did you say all that money was Sa 
for: shouted several as the train slowly CATSKILL ¥ beg : 
pul led out. Exclusively he the Went shore Route 
‘What for? Why for beer!” yelled the | < sen cs 2 
man with the hat, and at the same moment 
about a dozen more old bums and tramps 
called out for a flat car and executed a wild 
scalp dance of JOY as the train disappeared 
around the curve San Francisco Post. 
: . United 
Wanted to Make His Hat Fit. States 
a Mutual 
‘ 9 © 99 ’ ACCIDENT 
**GIMME a quarter, won’t you?” asked a 


Association, 





seedy-looking man of a citizen who was pass- $20 Broadway, 
ing down Church street. N.Y. 
‘What do you want with a quarter?” | 
was the demand of the citizen. 
‘Want t’—put it in the hat.” 
‘Whose hat?” | 
‘My hat.” 
‘What’s the matter pers your hat?” 


‘Nuzzin’s the matter with my hat: ws mt Accident 
to make my head big en Hate to fit into it. 


int 
The citizen did not contribute. —DBurling- 
Press. 








Insurance 


Why They Didn’t Leave. AT HALF RATES. 








REPORTER—‘* Where is the cashier?’ The United States Mut tecident 
>. ™ > ‘(J LA ‘ . ¢ 9) 
sank Boy — to ¢ anada, Association, 320 and 322 Broa ' \; 
‘And the President? 
“* (one to South America.” ork. The best in the w 7 sand 
: , ef 4 » Irectors ° . ) , 
h ‘Me PC si _ Bitve Us. But the Direc tors, of claims paid, Vo ve g ¢ fi Cu 
where . 
‘Nobody knows.” wor any unpaid. No erira ( tie fol 
i Is any one left?” Huropean Pe rinies eri f 
‘Yes, me and the watchman.” / a, 

, 9 (broad SHON SHPO r j 7.) “4 
‘Well, why didn’t you two go also, and | “°° 0® a . 
make a clean swe ep of it? es inde mnity costs about S13 a yea ? 

There wasn’t nothing left when our turn | ;, Se a ae ee : 410 00n 
= . ; ’ / 
came. Philad Iphia Call. , 
Insurance with S50 weekly inde vify at 
Equal to the Occasion. proportionate rates. Vembership Fee %5 
‘Wuo is that horrid whisky-bloat?” asked | for each $9000 Lasurance, payable but once 
a lady of an acquainance, while they stood | pie for Application Blank which you may 
viewing the guests at a fashionable recep- | . Ae a ; 
tion : I fill, sign and forward to the Home O} ee and 
< Which one? recerve your 01 be ] tn return Thousands 
/ 
‘Ths » r} » ‘a stac » ¢ , ; ? 7 : 
That one with the red musta he and Pa ET ae SR ee er we co 
awful nose. Don’t you see? & 
‘* He is my husband.” pantes can obtain accident insurance. 
“Oh,” laughed the lady, ‘‘I see that you 
ghed t ‘ CHARLES eer, 
are not sensitive,” although she saw ven- 
. : : . e (OF Ror Pret Co Presid 
geance in the eyes of the insulted lady. 
** Several nights ago a friend made a similar JAMES R. PITCHER, 
remark about my husband, and I became Sreretary 





very angry. I declared it would anger any 
woman, but my friend said that you, having 


j Seckass ban.” tener totem BEER 
kage Sc. Makes 5 gallons « a delic 


HIRES 





the best husband in the world, would not fous sparkling and | wholesom beverage. 

* . Sold b Urgists, or sent yy mail on 

care, and I wagered a pair of gloves that VOU | receipt of 25c. C. E. Hikes, 48 N. Del. Ave., Philadelphia. Pa 

yt u see ave lost. lear that 

would, but bo : 7 I ha I st t| we tha PROFITABLE INVESTMENT—Each $5 doubled within 

your husband is spoken of as an available | A. days; loss impossible. “Hinsdale City, adjoining beautiful 

, ro ‘ Garden City and Creedmoor Rifle I e—several thousand 

candidate for Governor. low cleve r he building lots surrounding depot, $180 each; monthly payments & 
7) ryy each; prices advanced monthly Cottages $ monthly up, ¢ 

must be. Arkansas T'rave ler. cules Or i WILSON, Ateornes » Br iwi N Y. 


















His Troublesome Customer. 


HOW A DOWN-TOWN MERCHANT PERSPIRED OVER A 


SHOPKEEPER 


SouTH STREET—Noon—J une 17. 

“* Rachel!’ 

‘*Vot is it, Isaac? ” 

‘*T just showed a voman dose pom poms 
for a quvarter of a dollar.” 

‘‘ Vell, Isaac? ” 

“She nearly fainted.” 

*“*Vot vas de 

**She said dey vas te 

‘es 1) d 
Isaac?” 

“Vou” 

«* Vell, vot did she say? 

_ She S( reumed.”’ 

‘*Did vou show her dot 

= Yes.” 

«Vell? ” 

“She said it 
street.” 

“Did you show her dose pear! buttons?’ 


trouble? ” 
1 deer.” 
dot six-cent lace, 


you show her 


sash ribbon? ” 


vos sheeper on Shestnut 


‘*“Yes: und she offered me dree cents a 
dozen.” 
Did you ever see her before on Soud 
Shtreet, Isaae? ”’ 


‘‘Nah: I dink she vas von of dem 
Irish vot lifs by St. Mary’s shtreet.” 
‘* Vot else did you show her, Isaac? 


low 


“* Rachel!” 
‘* Yes. 
‘J 
Eve. 


” 


Isaac. 
showed her de 


News. 


door' 


”— Philadelphia 


WARRANTED 6 Years. 


$115 SiR! $49. I 


25 STOPS. 
9 FULL SETS OF 
Golden Ton ue i 


REEDS Feecs 
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‘Address or Call upon D N { E 4 F 
a the Manufacturer, * 


THE JUDGE. 


WHEN you see a Chicago woman standing 
on the front door step, with only one slipper 
on, you may bet the baby is in the other.— 
Fall River Advance. 





More Elegant, But Notas Effective. 











**Ou, you are off your base,” yelled the 
high school girl’s brother to Mildred, as she 
was endeavoring to convince him that the 
lawn needed mowing. 

‘*Oh, Jim,” remonstrated Mildred, 





LIGHTNING struck « dried codfish 
ing against a grocery door, 


hang- 


the other day, “why 





and it slunk away like a boy trying to wipe don’t you say removed ‘from your pedestal, 

a bad taste out of his mouth.—Paris Beacon. not ‘ off your base’?”—Columbus Bohemian. 
A DELAWARE farmer has plowed under 

10,000 herrings as a sort srt His theory A Kentucky Colonel. 

probably is that the crops will hurry into — 

the air to get away from the smell of the her- AT the soldiers reunion a colonel, who 

rings.— Phila. Cail, hailed from Kentucky, was invited to make 
u speech. He mounted the stand and began 
‘“Ou, MAMMA,” exclaimed Edith, when a eulogy on the soldier. Warming up to his 

she saw a dog who had been suffering from topic, he exclaimed with passionate fervor: 

the mange; ‘‘oh, mamma, what’s the matter ‘*'The soldiers’ home is the battle-field.” 

with the *ittle doggy? The nap is rubbed As he paused impressively, a veteran in 


all off his back.” 
“Ww 


—-boston Transcript. the crowd yelled up, ‘* You always was a 
great hand at running away from home.” 
say of our , ; “ 


1AT does the ministe ew "ny . ° : : 
Raita 12 asked Mr iit et he silence which followed this remark 
uurying ground?” asked Mrs. Hines of her | ee = z 
of a vecame very embarrassing, and the Ken- 
neighbor. ‘He don’t like it at all; he says ; oS 


tuckian refrained from 


marks.—WNScissors. 


any further re- 


he will never be buried there as long as he 
lives.” ‘* Well,” said Mrs. Hines, ‘‘ if the 
Lord spares my life, I Will. Boston Jour- 
nal. 





Your mother licked you for gving in 
swimming yesterday, didn’t she?” said one 
Somerville boy toanother. ‘‘Shedid. She 
gave it to me sweet, I kintell you. Did you 
get a licking?” ‘‘No, I didn’t.” ‘Seems 
to me you never get a licking.?”  ‘* No, I 


‘*WuHata beautiful girl that is!” 


Fo ro 


exclaimed 
**Such a rare complexion!” *‘* You 
may well call it rare,” muttered Mrs. 
F.; ‘it certainly is not well done.” Hus- 






band and wife may be one in every other ginerally always mostly escape, and ‘that’s 
regard; but when they begin discussing why I’m sorry for you. I tell you, the boy 
another woman’s good looks you will find what ain’t got no grandmother is to be 
two opinions.— Boston Transcript. pitied. ”"— Somerville Journal. 
. i 
PIPE ORGANS 25 st0Ps) ONLY 
\ 
INCLUDING BENCH. BOOK AND MUSIC. provided you order within 4 
thirteen (13) days from date of this newspaper, or if you order within five days a 
— r reduction of Sear smog iP PE be PARLOR 
I desire this P ntrodu S 













OUT DELAY, FLAN? yire'en 


REGULAR PRICE, $115.00: ie 


tisement, or If you are 
Tunable to" to buy now, write your reasons why. one . r osc 

tinued after the lin.ited time has expired, as the WIN S are fast ap- 
proaching, when I sell thousands at the regular price Hay Sieltdey | resents, Read 
the following brief description and let me hear from you anyway, whether you 
buy or not. 


USEFUL STOPS, AS FOLLOWS: 






ct r cannot be con- 














1—Voix Celeste.—The sweet, pure, ex- Wis Hop je Beatty’s favorite.’ 
alted tones produced from this aa »p are 6 neh Horn. imitate 8 a full OR- 
beyond description. Cc thestica “and BRASS BAND. 
2—Powerful Box Sub-Ba New and iapason.—Drawsa full se t of Gold- 
original, Its THUNDERING TONES are en Tongue Reeds. 
without a parallel in Organ Building 8. Dulciana.—A full set of Paris Reeds 
Double Octave oupler.—Doubles | is drawn by this Stop. 
the power of the Organ, Couples octaves 9—Vox Humana. a -mulant, whieh, 


right and left, 

Viccolo.— Variety of music which 
makes the Piccolo the most difficultandex- 10 
pensive Stop to build in this Organ, 

&—saxaphone.—The beautiful 
li— Zolian, 12—Clarionet. 13 Violina, 15—Clarabella. 16—Grand Forte. 
17—Melodia. 18— Bourdon. 19 Gamba, 2—Viola Dolee. 21—Grand 
Expressione. 2—Harp Molian. 2%—Echo. 2-—Aerostatic Expression Indicator. 
2%—Grand Organ. The last fifteen (15) Stops are o verated in direct ———— 
with above ten (10) bringing forth,at command of the performer, most charming 
music. with beautiful orchestral effect trom amere eae eT, as it were, to a grand burst 
of harmony, Its MELODIOUS TONES, while using the ull Organ, must be heard to 
be app eciated. Height, 70 inches ; Length, 46 inches ; 24 - 

nts ESE TS PARIS AND GOL EN TO GLE Ist. Five 
(5) Octave Set Golden Tongue Reeds; 2d, Five (5) Full Set * eds; 3d, Sweet Voix 
Celeste Reeds of three Full Octaves; 4th, One (a) Full Octave Powerful Manual Boxed 
Sub Bass Reeds; Sth, Two (2) Octaves or one each of Piccolo and Saxaphone Keeds 
combined; 6th, Soft Cello Reeds: 7th, Set Violina Reeds: 8th, Set Jubilante Reeds; 9th, 
Set Clarionet Reeds. Above Nine Sets Reeds are entirely original, and covered by 

nited States Patents. 
Untied Full Octaves, Manual m2 Keyboard, Handsome Walnut Case, with 
Illuminated Pipes, Receptacle for ok and Sheet Music, Lamp Stands, Handles, Rol- 
lers, treble upright Bellows of 4. nae power, Steel Springs, &c. Kight Knee Swell, 
also Left Grand Organ Knee Swell, by which the full power of this Organ may be 
obtained at pleasure, by use of the knee, without removing the hands from the 
keyboard. mn aon ‘eivet 

SOR TANT NOTIC F.—This a Specia Amited Offer is positively not 

etal ae the limited time has expired, and to secure the Special 
Price the following NO. ICE must 
accompany 5) our order. 


Given under my Band and Goal, € 
t’ 


by the aid of a FAN 
the HUMAN VOICE. 
Vox Jubilante.— When used in con- 
junction with Stops Nos. 3, 4,5 and 6, peals 
forth most delightful music, 


V HEEL, imitates 


effect of 














1883. 
amy 9 TT oo Lao — ——— aie My «ole object is to have it intro- 
his notice, if sent hy env reader Of the duced without delay, so as to sell 
JUDGE, christ at the R rt P eure. 
r .75 or @49.75 CASH MA . 
RPO. phn — Ay wo the red Lette we ‘heck en ms oe end I Rerutiing to oder 

t five (5) or thirtee rst Organ as an 

ty eee a ig ren pinched, receiveg at a sac rifice, as every one sold sells 
tary full payment for one of my Pipe Organs ff others All I ask in return of you 
New Style, wo 8 90. &c. Money refunded, with is to show the instrument to your 
ee st at 6 1 recent, from date of y« yur remit- friends, who are an to order at the 


December 22. 








3 use ARP 
ance if pet as re present er F r oe sey, REGULAR P 1A. ICE, iF Tse 
ANIEL FSET yor 
tme hear 





zs sings its own — 
write me your re mesons . 

geatte tw acsent ores y< NOW desire an ORGAN. Call their atte ntion to 
this ¢ advertisement. If they are from home pes this offer tothem. If you can con. 
veniently help me ext ‘nd the sale of these POPULAR INSTRUMENTS I shall sanetigg = y 
appre eciate your effor t# You should, if possible, order within Five Days us 
pd. ng the $4.00 extra Re member, positively no orders for this handsome Pipe 
wi i Se executed for less than the regular price, $115.00, after the limited time, 
h expired; thus, if you order within 5 days it costs $45.75; Within 


5; ove. bese7t ate, $115.00 each, 
New Jersey. 
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BEATTY, “Washington, 









































The Presidential Campaign has opened, and THe Swn is in 
dispensable to all who would intelligently follow the course of 
the Canvass. The Daily SuN reaches, by fast mail or express, all 
points within 400 miles of New York during business hours on 
the day of publication. Your newsdealer will supply it promptly 
on order, or we will send it by mail at ) cents a month. Address 


Publisher THE Svvy,” 


New York City. 


WNAGAN, NAY 
gh cotumBian” ©9, 


BREWERY and MALT HOUSE 
450 W. 26th Street, 
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Peck & Snyder's 
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» Bars 
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PERFECTION MAGIC LANTERNS. 


Best Quality. Latest Improvements. 
Travel around the World in your 
Chair. 

Their compact form and accurate work particularly 
fs adapt them for Home Amuseme nt aa 

With a FEW DOLLARS’ outlay a comfortable living 
may be earned. [#" VIEWS in stock, and made to order. 
i 


Send for Catalogue & YOUNG, 
185 Fifth Avenue, New York. 


Peck & Snyder, 126, 128, 130 Nassau St. 








v 
Gar m 


ssame 
stamps 


be conte F MEG CO. WILLIAMSBURG N. Y. 


BEHNING 


FIRST CLASS 
Grand Square dz Upright 


FPiIioANOS. 
Warerooms: 3 W. 14th St. & 129 E. 125th St. 


, New York. 








Factory, N. E..corner 124 st. and Ist ave 











THE GRE ATEST SCF NTIEIC CuRI- 
OSITYEVERIN TED. Puiaceit on the 
Paim of Your Hand aN it will roll and squirm 
around aa natural as life, It will not stay on 
some people’s haud atall, but will roll off as soom 
as placed thereon. Our illustration is « correct 
representation ofthis amusing and instructive 
novelty. The upper portion of the figure re- 
-ageggaes abeautitul woman. The lower part 
te ~y figure represents a fish. 
matl, 18 cents: 2 for Ac. 
Addreneg 


B01. 63 WtiAMebuRGY M. ¥: 





CRANDALL & CO., 569 THIRD AVE., 
Baby Carriage Factory in the world. 
styles in Cane, Rattan, Reed and Wood. 
CARRIAGES AND SPRINGS, 

indorsed by J. B. Brewster & Co. of 25th st., Dr. 
Shrady and others, as perfect in construction, 
safe and healthful. Boys’ and Girls’ Velocipedes, 
Wagons, Doll Carriages, Bicycles, &c. Whole 
sale and Retail. Catalogues free. Open evenings. 
Sole Agent for Tally-ho Sulky. 

569 THIRD AVENUE, NEW YORK. 
Near 37th street. 


VULDEST 
Latest 





| crop could be 





THE JUDGE. 


“‘T’m losing time,” remarked a man as he 
felt his watch slipping down his trousers’ 
leg.”— Texas Siftings. 

A CHICAGO woman is suing for a divorce 
from two husbands at the same time. She 
will give the others one more trial.— Boston 


Post. 


Ir you want to get into the nicest and most 
sentimental position for a photograph, eat a 
few of the cucumbers now found in the mar- 


kets. —Chicago Sun. 


‘““Tw what tone does a 
tombstone. Tae Judge. 
dog lie on? A 
Bloomington Through 


Ir was Professor Blindmann of Berlin 
that discovered that the moon was inhabited, 
and the joke was accepted in America before 
it was discovered.— Hartford Post. 

A CATFISH with a silver half-dollar in its 
mouth was caught in Missouri recently. It 
is supposed that he was on his way to the 
river bar for a drink.—Boston Transcript. 


ghost speak?” Ina 
What side does a 
dog’ s-hide, of 


Mail. 


course.— 


REPUBLICAN campaign songs will flourish 
e plenty of rhymes to Blaine. 
That’s so. Blaine, 
etc. Brooklyn Times. 

Lake 
had a 
Butler 
Gorham 


now, The re al 
Lowell Citizen. 
Maine, attain, 


reign, 


THE sea serpent was last seen in 
Michigan, headed for Chicago. It 
tin can tied tail and a Ben 
badge painted over the right eye.- 


Mountaineer. 


to its 


THE peach crop of Delaware will be the 
largest for nine years. ‘This gives Bayard 
encouragement at or would, if the 
made into peach brandy. 


Chicago, 


Ha rtford Post. 


WHEN the ocean steamships leave the 
docks at New York, they never move a foot 
without tows. This shows that they want 
to be well prepared for ‘‘ walking the waters.” 

-Texas Siftings. 


**Wuat does Good Friday mean?” asked 
one Halsted street urchin of his companion? 

“You'd better go home and read your 
‘Robinson Crusoe,’”’ was the withering re- 
ply.—Chicago Sun. 


THIS is the season of 
children ask to hull the strawberries, and 
after the job is done the mother is shocked 
at the small quantity which the 1884 boxes 
hold. —Philadelphia Call. 


A PHILADELPHIA lady has adapted Wag- 
ner music to the banjo; but it will be use- 
less attempting to destroy the banjo that 
way. It can stand Wagner and still have no 
music in it.—Hartford Post. 


CONSIDERING the scream of a young one, 
if it would increase in loudness with years, 
the scream of a locomotive would be as 
nothing compared to that of a twenty-year 
old human.—Aentucky State Journal. 


‘Miss Situ,” he 
seated themselves in the ice cream saloon, 
‘will you begin on vanilla and follow it 
up with lemon and chocolate, or would you 
prefer the chocolate first? ” 

On the way home he asked her to marry 
him, and whatever she said it wasn’t ‘* No.” 


—Ph iladelph ia Call. 


**T pon’r think the chorus girls of the 
Boston Ideals are so very handsome,” said 
a youth to his companion the other day. 

‘«<T guess you are prejudic ed,’ ’ said his grand- 
father, who was present; ‘‘I know some of 
‘em, and they were called mighty pretty 
when I was a bop. *—ibaevelll Journal. 


the year when the 


remarked, as they 





Agents Wanted for authentic edition 


of his life 
home 


Published at Auguata, his 
handsomest, cheap 
By the renowned historian 
e of Garfield, published 


ld the twenty others by ¢ wh 0 


Largest, 


BLAINE 


and biographer, Co 


est, best 


lL. Cornwell, whose lif 


by us, outso itsells every book 


ever published in this world; many agents are selling fifty daily. 


Agents are making fortunes All new beginners successful; 
grand chance for the si made t i lady agent the first 
| day rerms most libera Particulars f Better send 2& eta 
for postage, et« on free itfit, now ready, including large 
prospectus book, and sav dluable tin 
ALLEN & CO., Augusta, Maine 





Franklin Square Lithooraphic Co, 


— STEAM LITHOGRAPHIC PRINTERS :—— 


FINE COL OR WORK \SP ECIALTY. 
PHOTO-LITHOGRAPHIC KEPRODUCTIONS. 


Estimates Carefull) *repared. 


324, 326 and 32‘ Pearl St., 









NEW YORE 
—— — 
A .¥ A The End of Pain. 
RR t f Tering fron 
| aa ! I € 
| y t rd 
} 
} 
} ( I i t 
} ' t und 1 1 I 
| } 
| 
| el 5 y 
| D. T. I et 
| Cl i lil 
| Ba causes no pain. 
elief at nee Cleanses 
| Causes healthy secre 
o Abates inflammation A 
| thorough treatment will cure 
Not a liquid or snuff Applied 
with the finger. Send for circular 
| cents at Druggists 


HAY-FEVER 


ELY 


registered 


N. Y. 


@ cents by mail 


BROTHERS, Drugzyzists, Owego, 





jolumbia Bicycles 





| THE POPULAR STEEDS OF TO-DAY 
| Send 3-cent stamp for Illustrated Catalogue 
| 
THE POPE MANUFACTURING CO.,, 
47 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
Branch House, 12 Warren street, New York 





RUPTURE 


RELIEVED and CURED soir vut the injury Trusses inflict, by 
Dr. J. A. SHERMAN’S metho Office, 1 Broadway, New York 
His book, with p yhotogré ‘p yhic Tike nesses of bad cases, before and 
after cure, mailed for nts. 


[PRILE. © 


address TRUE & Co., 





Send six cents for postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will help 
all, of either sex, to more money right away 
rn oe — else in this world. Fortunes 

he workers absolutely sure. At once 
cases sta, Maine. 





Beautiful Fibrene Handkerchiefs 


WANTED, A AGENTS AND LADIES EVERYWHERE, enone mee 

rehiefs Size BRENA 4n Im 

she peor pen AB viINE oa aud equal in * to the 

nest linen, 1 dozen Samples MLY 1: 28 °TS at are w aeiinaaces al 

terms) Mailed PRGLLED @ r = D ke than 

ELreant Soup > ROKL oot Wee. hor ND itu fe all 
ai Ra 


sueROCGD & CO., "aii dtaesieee ‘“Y.. 








PENNYROYAL 


(CHICHESTER’S ENGLISZ) 
PILLS. 














The 
only genuine. 
Worth their weight in 
GOLD and should be kept 
in every house. Indlapensable 
and beyond price. Full particulars 2e, 
CHICHFSTER CHEMICAL CO., 
2318 Madison Square, I’hiladeiphia, Pa. 


Send $1, $2, $3. or $5 for a retail box, 
by express, of the best candies in Amer- 
ica, put _ » elegantly, and strictly pure. 
Suitable for Spcose 

Refers to all Chicago. 


GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison &t., Chicago. 


WEAK, UNDEVELGPED PARTS 


OF THE HUMAN RONY 
STRENGTHENED, Etc., 
long run in our paper. 








Address, 








EXLARGED, BDEVELOPED, 
is an interesting advertisement 
Lu repay wo inquires. we wi |i say that 
there is no evidence of humhaug about this. On the eon rary 
the advertisers are very h indorsed. Interested person 
miay get sealed circulars gi jculars, by addressing 
nig Mepicat Co 
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‘STILL THE BOSS. 





